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my prejudices, my illusions and my beliefs, and I began to
laugh at myself.

Kameneff liked my work, he liked particularly my Victory
and said it was the Victory of all the ages, and that it was the
best peace propaganda he had seen. One day, while I was out,
he called at the studio and left a bunch of red roses at its
feet.

The political situation worried him. Wrangel was being
subsidized by the British to maintain his attack in the Crimea,
though why, even if he won the Crimea, it should affect Russia,
and how he could hope to conciliate the whole country, is hope-
less to conjecture. Winston was conspicuously urging a more
definite intervention. Munitions were being shipped, until
Labour got up and organized a " Hands off Russia!" protest,
and the seamen went on strike. Into this political whirlpool
I became suddenly drawn, who had lived so serenely apart in
an atmosphere of art.

After a demonstration of the " Hands off Russia" in
Trafalgar Square, " Melbourne " strangely enough asked me if
I knew whether or not Kameneff had been there. I said that
" we " mingled with the crowd, listened to Lansbury, and then
made off to Hampton Court. But the eager interest of my
dancing friend intrigued me. It seemed to me that Kameneff
was being watched. I conjured up the Russian novels with all
their secret plotting and spying. That such things should be
possible in England seemed ridiculous, but fascinating. A
Russian atmosphere began to pervade my studio; I felt
myself beginning to be entangled in a web. Could it be true,
or was it all a grotesque exaggeration of my imagination ?
" Melbourne/' however pursued the matter and every evening
he rang me up to know how Kameneff had spent his day!
It was of so little importance, that if " Melbourne" wanted to
know why should he not ? If Kameneff's movements must
be reported it were better for him that I were substituted
in the place of some importunate paid third-person.

The humour of the situation was complete when " Mel-
bourne " invited Kameneff and me to spend a week-end at his
house. Kameneff accepted. " Melbourne " escorted us. At
the station I asked whether we should travel first or third!